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Summary 


Next to this thing that wears Mother’s skin, she is young and she is small and daughter is a 
word keener than the edge of any blade. 


Notes 


Wrote this impulsively, and while I was decidedly not sober, after reading some incredible 
lines from Orwell(Two of which I've kept in this fic from Nineteen Eighty-Four + Shooting 
An Elephant). A lot of his writing seems rather applicable to Satsuki, within canon and my 
own AU of TEoSI. But, because of it's impromptu birth, I have no place to put this chapter in 
my series proper and so it is here. Consider it a teaser of sorts for my upcoming fic. 


Heavy prose, obnoxious use of reputation, and minimum editing below! 


See the end of the work for more notes 


MUSASHI PROVINCE, 1544 
She is young and she is small, she equates both of these identifiers with fragility— weakness. 


She has no dominion over time, no authority over the ascent nor descent of the sun, and thus 
she must wear these burdensome descriptors - leaden weights and adamantine chains - for a 
long and longer time to come. 


Admittedly, she has little control over anything. 


It makes her feverish and obsessive and particular, with the few things she is capable of 
changing. 


Breakfast is forgone; replaced with a harsh and biting tea, tart and abhorrent to her 
developing tastes. She drinks it anyway, forcibly downs it at every croaking dawn to teach 
herself a lesson for the realities of this life. 


Nothing will be sweet; nothing will be easy, the world itself bitter and rotten. 
She wonders, sometimes, if it’s a thing worth saving. 
Wonders if she means herself. 


She decides one day— she decides that day, she has no use for her juvenile and pathetic 
playthings. Trinkets and baubles, games and models; no longer do they bring the gentle curve 
of a smile or the warmth of comfort. They cannot help her, cannot save her. They were a 
baleful taunt, a spiteful mockery of safety and normalcy to tempt her towards a wounding 
stupidity. 


She knows now how ignorance begets hurt; how learning can be misconstrued as aching. 
Her eyes are open. 


The dolls she beheads with a meticulous and cruel hand, tops battered and ruined upon the 
edge of stone. The kites she abandons to the skies where she cannot follow— not yet. 
Releases them to where Father must reside in too fitful a rest, peace just outside of his grasp. 


Her actions are dubbed temperamental and childish, but she has weighed her decisions; a 
calculus of loss over time— a childhood divided by stolen innocence. 


She does not cry— more accurately, she cannot mourn, not anymore. 
Another thing taken from her. 


Emotions are another debility, relationships and ties like the twine of bramble against her 
neck. And so she cleanses herself of them in the dead of night; stares at the inky and wise sky 
- so ageless and immense - in the biting cold until numbness settles over her shivering frame 
like a familiar cloak. 


She will wear that mantle for life, and they will wrap her in it like a robe upon death. 
Some nights she feels closer to death than she has ever to life, young and small as she is. 
She does not cry. 


Her eyes are open now and she will not close them again; not when they sting, not when she 
tires. 


She will not be blinded again. 


She follows in Father’s footsteps as is expected of her, abandons the pretty silken clothes that 
line her room and draws a bokken. She practices daily, trains until her thin frame cries with 
exertion and youthful fingers callous. She calls herself something new as well, takes a feeble 
solace in the shelter of Koichiro. 


It is not a thing that goes unnoticed. 


When she stands next to Her she feels dwarfed— she is dwarfed in so many unknowable 
ways, and worse still ways she should never have known. She is an ant next to a wicked god; 
insignificant and bothersome at best, at worst, she is entertainment to voyeuristic and callous 
eyes. 


Next to this thing that wears Mother’s skin, she is young and she is small and daughter is a 
word keener than the edge of any blade. 


So, again, she changes what she can. 


She is seven years old and barely over four feet tall, but she discovers how to change the 
shape of her frame; learns how to use the cut angles of her frame to appear more intimidating, 
how to mimic the haunted guise of a predator. 


She practices vanishing like a specter within herself, and leaving a weapon in her place; a 
tool that will not fracture and crumble like she has time and time again. 


It doesn’t work; it never works. She thinks it will not work for a long time, but it is in her fate 
to struggle— it is in her destiny to fight and war and fail. 


And she does not cry. 


When Mother looks down at her she meets that gaze so empty it's ravenous, twisting and 
pulling like the vortex of pitch water, and the thing in her chest shrinks and wails and dies 
and dies and dies. 


And then there is a handle pressed between her still growing fingers. 


“How does one man assert his power over another, Satsuki?” Mother’s voice is a sweet thing, 
a whispering thing, an ophidian thing sharper than the tanto in her tightened grip. 


All she wants is her name back. 


There’s wailing inside and out, she can hear the fevered pitch of pleas, the desperate and final 
cries of a man so lost— of a girl so young and so small and so lost. 


A weakness to expel. 
“By making him suffer,” she recites tonelessly. 


Mother preens, a tangle of cold fingers settle on her shoulder encouragingly. It burns and 
aches, bile and sobs mutely swallowed. 


“Exactly,” Mother coos and that breath fans over her ear. 
She does not move— she does not breathe; the dead have no use for either. 


Her eyes hollow as she stares at the broken man before her; tied and naked, bruised and 
bloody. 


Faceless, indistinct— indistinguishable like a drove of sow. 
Her hand does not shake, her spine does not buckle, her heart is silent. 


“By making him suffer’, Mother repeats as spindly digits caress down shoulders to flank. 
“Obedience is not enough.” 


The blade finds home in that shuddering man and all goes silent— and then deafening as her 
heart thunders in her ears. 


She watches; vigilant. 

Two lives stolen; pilfered and emptied. 

Her eyes are wet but she does not cry. 

Satsuki knows this lesson is for her. 

Satsuki knows obedience will never be enough. 


Mother will make her suffer and she will change— metamorphosize into something stronger 
than steel. 


And then she will bury herself in the place Mother once housed a heart. 


The next morning she sees a head strung up outside the palace walls, high above like an 
albatross, indistinct like a pig. 


Her hands are white and then red— she is red, and young, and small, and she wears a mask 
her face grows to fit. 


End Notes 


I can be found on twitter under the same name. I occasionally post previews and wips there. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


